Aetat. oo.]      Goldsmiths bloom-coloured coat.
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round him with a fond vivacity, taking hold of the breasts of his coat, and, looking up in his face with a lively archness, complimented him on the good health which he seemed then to enjoy; while the sage, shaking his head, beheld him with a gentle complacency. One of the company not being come at the appointed hour, I proposed, as usual upon such occasions, to order dinner to be served ; adding,' Ought six people to be kept waiting for one ?' ' Why, yes, (answered Johnson, with a delicate humanity,) if the one will suffer more by your sitting down, than the six will do by waiting.' Goldsmith, to divert the tedious minutes, strutted about, bragging of his dress, and I believe was seriously vain of it, for his mind was wonderfully prone to such impressions '. ' Come, come, (said Garrick,) talk no more of that. You are, perhaps, the worst — eh, eh!'—Goldsmith was eagerly attempting to interrupt him, when Garrick went on, laughing ironically, ' Nay, you will always look like a gentleman3; but I am talking of being well or ill drcst? 1 Well, let me tell you, (said Goldsmith,) when my tailor brought home my bloom-coloured coat, he said, " Sir, I have a favour to beg of you. When any body asks you who made
his guilt, and my husband said in answer to Johnson's astonishment, that he had long been a suspected man : " By those who look close to the ground dirt will be seen, Sir, (was his lofty reply;) I hope I see things from a greater distance."' In the Garrick Corn's. (\, 473) is a piteous letter in bad French, written from St. Mulo, by Bickerstaf! to Garrick, endorsed by Garrick,' From that poor wretch BiekerstaiT: I could not answer it.1
1 Boswcll, only a couple of years before he published The Life of Johnson, in fact while he was writing it, had written to Temple:—' I was \b& great man (as we used to say) at the late Drawing-room, in a suit of imperial blue, lined with rose-coloured silk, and ornamented with rich gold-wrought buttons.' Letters of JSoswell, p. 289,
a Miss Reynolds, in her Recollections (Croker's Jioswell, p. 831), says, ' One day at Sir Joshua Rcynolds's Goldsmith was relating with great indignation an insult he had just received from some gentleman he had accidentally met. " The fellow," he said, " took me for a tailor J" on which all the company either laughed aloud or showed they suppressed a laugh.'
yourry made me ashamed of that,and determined me to give the silver; and he finished so admirably that I emptied my pocket wholly into the collector's dish, gold and all.'
